

To truft thofc tables that receaue thee more, 

To keepe an adiunekt to remember thee. 

Were to import forgetfulneffe in mce. 

123 

N O J Time, thou (halt not boft that I doe change, 

Thy pyramydsbuyle vp with newer might 
To me are nothing nouell, nothing ftrangej 
They are but drefltogs of a former fight: 

Our dates are breefc,and therefor we admire, 

What thou doft foyft vpon vs that is ould, 

And rather make them borne to our defire. 

Then thinke that we before haue heard them touldt. 

Thy regifters and thee I both defie. 

Not wondring at the prefent,nor thepaft, 

For thy records, and what we fee doth lye,. 

Made more or les by thy continuall haft: 

This I doc vow and this (hall euer be, 

I will be true difpight thy fyeth and thee. 
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Y F my deare loue were but the childe of ftate^. 

It might for fortunes bafterd be vnfathered. 

As fubieft to times loue, or to times hate. 

Weeds among weeds,or flowers with flowers gatherd. 
No it was buylded far from accident, 

It fufFers not in fmilinge pomp, nor falls 
Vnder the blow of thralled difeontent. 

Whereto tfr’inuiting time our fafhion calls: 

It feares not policy that Heritiche , 

Which workes 011 leafesof fhort numbred howerr, 

But all alone ftands hugely pollitick, 

That it nor growes with heat,nor drownes with flhowreSo 
To this I witnes call the foies of time. 

Which die for goodne$ 3 who haue liu d for crime.. 

I2 5 

VT Y 7 Eft ought to me I bote the canopy, 

* With my extern the’outward hoiKiring, 


Sonnets, 

Or layd great bafes for eternity, 

Which proues more fhort then waft or ruining? 

Haue I not feene dwellers on forme and fauor 
Lofe all,and more by paying too much rent 
For compound fweet;Forgoing Ample fauor, 

Pittiftill thriuors in their gazing (pent. 

Noe, let me be obfequious in thy heart. 

And take thou my oblacion, poore but free. 

Which is not mixt with feconds,knows no art. 

But mutuall render, onely me for thee. 

Hence, thou lubbornd/ nformer, a trcwfoule 
When moft impeacht,ftands Icaft in thy controule. 
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Thou my louely Boy who in thy power, 

, D°cft hould times fickle glafle,his fickle, howerr 
Who haft by wayning grownc,and therein fbou ft. 

Thy louers withering, as thy fweet felfe grow’ft. 

If Naturc(foueraine mifteres ouer wrack) 

As thou goeft onwards ftill will plucke thee backe, 
Shekccpes thee to this purpofe,that her skill. 

May time difgrace,and wretched mynuit kill. 

Yet feare her O thou minnion of her pleafurc 
She may detaine,but not ftill keef>cher trefure! 
Hcr^/^Cthough delaydjanfwcfd muftbe. 

And her f^tuetw is to render thee 

i ‘ ! 

1 2y 

T ^ ° uld age ^ Iae ^ e vvas n °t counted faire. 

° r,f K w f are i£ bore not beauties name: 

But now is Macke beauties fuccefrue heire. 

And Beautie flanderd with a baftard frame, 

PaWnorf, 6 ? H 13nd h L ath put on Matures power, 

Fatnng the foulc with Arts faulfe borrow'd face' 

Sweet beauty hath no name no holy boure. 

But isprophan d,ifnotliucsin dilgrace. 

^ 3 Therefore 
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